CHENEYS AND THE hOUSE OF RUSSELL.    121
visited him; once on his way back to Oxford after his failure
at Chester, and again in 1647 when he was in the hands of the
army, then quartered between Bedford and St. Albans. It
was at the time of the army manifesto, when the poor king
imagined that he could play off Cromwell against the ParHa- 5
ment, and in fact was playing away his own life. After the
negotiations were broken off, Charles went from Woburn to
Latimers, a place close to Cheneys, from the windows of
which, in the hot August days, he must have looked down on
the Cheneys valley and seen the same meadows that now^Q
stretch along the bottom, and the same hanging beech woods
and the same river sparkling among its flags and rushes, and
the cattle standing in the shallows. The world plunges on
upon its way; generation follows generation, playing its part,
and then ending. The quiet earth bears with them one after 15
the other, and while all else changes, itself is changed so little.
This earl was memorable rather from what befel him than
from anything which he did. He was the first duke and he
was the father of Lord William, whom English constitutional
history has selected to honour as its chief saint and martyr. 20
The Eussells were not a family which was likely to furnish
martyrs. They wanted neither courage nor general decision
of character, but they were cool and prudent; never changing
their colours, but never rushing on forlorn hopes, or throwing
their lives away on ill-considered enterprises.                          25
Lord William, or Lord Eussell, as he should be called, had
perhaps inherited some exceptional quality in his blood. His
mother was the beautiful Anne Carr, daughter of Carr, Earl
of Somerset, the favourite of James I., and of Frances Howard,
the divorced wife of the Earl of Essex, the hero and heroine 30
of the great Oyer of poisoning, with its black surroundings
of witchcraft and devilry. The old Earl Prancis had sat
upon their trial. He had been horrified when his son had
proposed to marry the child of so ominous a pair. But Lady
Anne was not touched by the crimes of her parents. Her 35